Rollins College

Rollins Scholarship Online
Rollins College Bulletin

College Publications and Reports

1963

The Rollins College Bulletin The Invasion of England: A Short
History of the Rollins College Crew1963
Rollins College

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarship.rollins.edu/r-bulletin

A'<c \,\\ ves

\ 40
1)

\J , ~'6, '()O .4

(' 0\0 •:>

THE INVASION OF ENGLAND

A short history of the Rollins College crew and the saga of four days
on the Thames, July 3-6, 1963
by Robert Harron

THE HENLEY COURSE

PREFACE
0URSE

The first Rollins crew, the Viking Crew (six-oar) was organized in
1903. The first coach was a student, William Robert Burrell, and
the first match, an exhibition, was held in Tampa, November 1904.
Most of the coaches, through the years, have been full -time
teachers of the Rol lins staff, devoting considerable time and effort
in their free hours for the sheer joy of the sport. Winning seasons
have not been uncommon, and the colorfu I sport has sparked enthusiastic followers on the campus and away. There have been many
novel and exciting events. An oft-quoted story recalls the woe of a
coed as coxswain in an intercollegiate race in 1936. The girl
was disguised as a boy, Rollins won, and apparently no one knew
the difference. It remained for Walter Winchell to unearth the facts
later and give them publicity. No coeds have qualified since.
Rollins College has had many successes in crew over the years,
but all of them were overshadowed by a "near success" in international competition in England in 1963. At the Henley Royal Regatta,
Rollins reached the semi-finals in the Thames Cup, besting all other
United States crews in doing so, and thereby bringing to themselves,
their coach, their college and their country internat ional pub licity
and acclaim.
This story of the trip to the Henley Regatta is the work of Robert
Harron, who was a member of the Rollins. party as a guest of Horace
E. "Davvy" Davenport who made the entire trip possible. While
in England, he covered the regatta as special correspondent for
the New York Herald-Tribune, and was largely responsible for the extensive national publicity the Rollins Crew received before and during
the races. Since his newspaper days Bob has handled publicity for
Columbia University, and is now Assistant to the President.
The warm, intimate tone of "The Saga" is accounted for by the
fact that it was written for the members of the crew, with no plan
for its publication. The crew soon came to feel that Bob was one
of them. They knew it when, after the racing began, Mrs. Harron fell
and sprained her ankle, and Bob's first reaction was: "Thank God it
wasn't one of the boys."
It should be recorded here, in the name of Rollins College, our
gratitude to the sponsor, to Bob Harron for the "Saga," and to Cornell
crew coach, R. Harrison "Stork" Sanford, for making possible the
invaluable training period on Lake Cayuga, and the transportation of
a Cornell shell to Henley for use on the Thames.
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A SHORT HISTORY OF THE INVASION OF ENGLAND
BY THE ROLLINS COLLEGE CREW - THE SAGA OF
FOUR DAYS ON THE THAMES, JULY 3-4-5-6, 1963
As all good historians know, the recorded history of Florida began
with its discovery by Juan Ponce de Leon. This Spanish explorer had
sailed with Christopher Columbus when Christy made his second trip
to the New World in 1493.
Juan came back several times later. He discovered a fortune in
gold in Puerto Rico in 1508, and finally sailed for an island named
Bimini, of which he had heard from the Carib Indians. He did not
find Bimini, but he did reach Florida in April, 1513, seeking not only
gold but the fabulous spring whose waters, it was believed, possessed
the power to restore youth.
A legend almost lost in folklore recounts the tale of how a group
of Ponce de Leon's men, scouting the interior of Florida, came upon
a small body of water in an area that has been identified within the
last century as the present site of Winter Park. The small body of
water, of course, was the lake subsequently to be named Lake Maitland by early settlers.
The Indians who had guided the Spanish scouting party took the
explorers to a strange, already quite venerable, building on one shore
of the lake. Inside, neatly stowed, were a dozen war canoes, the
racing craft in which the Indian braves were accustomed to compete
on the lake.
Above the wide doorway of the old boat house was an inscription,
barely legible, of three initials. The Spaniards, who reported their
discovery to Ponce de Leon on their return to the coastal headquarters,
said that after some difficulty they had finally determined that the
letters were U. T. 8. Pu zzled, they had inquired of the natives whether
the letters constituted an inscription perhaps religious in character.
After long and tortuous questioning, with the aid of an Indian interpreter, they had at length established the fact that the letters did
indeed have a meaning almost mystic.
U. T. 8., they learned, represented the name of an elderly brave
who, despite his years, never seemed to grow old. He had for many,
many years devoted his efforts to building an interest in water sports
among all the young men who lived on the shores of Lake Maitland.
More than that, the interpreter reported, the letters of the inscription
could be translated into a phrase invariably used by the old brave
as his young warriors took to the water.
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The inscription, said the interpreter, meant: "Bow four take it up,
and watch your keel."
When these discoveries had been reported to Ponce de Leon, he
uttered a great and joyful exclamation.
"We have found the fountain of youth," he shouted. "U. T. B.
means Udolpho T. Bradley. He is the man of the water who never
grows old. He has partaken of the waters of the fountain and has
the gift of perpetual youth . We have indeed discovered the fountain
of youth if we have discovered the home of the man called U. T. B."
Long centuries, interminable wars among the Indians, the French,
the Spanish, the British, and finally the sons of a new young breed
known as Americans, were to intervene before culture as we know it
came to Florida. At last it found culmination in the establishment
in the year 1885 of an institution of higher learning that was named
Rollins College. It was the first such school in its great southern
region. The man whose initials were U. T. 8. had long since vanish ed
from the scene, but his legend persisted. Often the old settlers, as
they spun tales of the region's history, would say to each other:
"Perhaps he will return."
And he did return . On a day in 1933, a young man, youthful as
always he was, and still is, appeared on the Rollins College campus.
His name was U. T. Bradley. He was armed now with an impressive
array of academic degrees - B.A. from Princeton, M.A. and Ph.D. from
Cornell. American History and Modern European History were his
academic life's work, but rowing was his religion, and he head ed
straight for the old boat house on the shore of Lake Maitland.
That day he gathered around him young and eager students of
Rollins. He described to them the pleasures, the rigors, the satisfactions of pulling an oar in a slender racing shell, the craft that had
now replaced the old war canoes of the pre-Pocock days.
"You pull until your muscles ache," he told them, "then you count
ten and you pull even harder." Some were a littl e hard to convince,
but the stout-hearted men, the strong men, stayed.
"You will never regret it," U. T. 8. told them. "In this old boat
house we shall build a great tradition. From here, and from these
quiet waters, we shall go forth on many lakes and streams. From
here some day perhaps we shall even go to race the British on their
own waters - the beautiful river of England known as the Thames."
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So it was that in the late spring of 1963, an expedition to Britain
was mounted by the Rollins varsity crew. As the preparation progressed, a northerly camp more suited climatically to rugged exercise
in June than the sub-tropical temperatures of Florida was established
at Cornell University, in Ithaca, New York. The Rollins war canoe,
a sleek Pocock boat, skimmed faster and faster, more and more
smoothly, from day to day over Cayuga's cool waters.
On June 24 the first stage of the transatlantic movement took
the small naval force to New York City. There was an overnight
bivouac at the New York Athletic Club. Then the force advanced
to the New York International Airport as day was breaking on June 25.
For the record, this was the complement:
Oarsmen: Al Arbury, stroke and captain -elect; Bob Carlson, No. 7;
Fred Rossiter, No. 6; John Morrissey, No. 5; Peter Davenport, No. 4;
Larry Schrumpf, No. 3; .Ed Rupp, No. 2 and captain; Elliott Randolph,
bow; Jan Carstanjen, coxswain; Alec Arnold, port spare; Jim Ehle,
starboard spare.
Also: Professor-Coach U. T. Bradley and Mrs. Bradley; James P.
Lyden, assistant coach; Horace E. Davenport, sponsor, counsellor,
house mother and training table dietician, with Mrs. Horace Davenport; Mrs. Peter Davenport, Rollins College art major; Bob Harron, a
hitherto unknown journalist of New York City; Mike Davenport, M.E.,
L.D., S.S., T.B.K. *, and two camp followers, Mrs. R. (Sprained Ankle)
Harron, and Hope Glendon Harron.
The flight of the Pan American jet against the path of the sun
and into the long twilight of the English evening landed the force at
the London Airport some six and one-half hours after the 10 A.M.
(E.D.T.) take-off, just in time to see the last rays of a sun that was
to be glimpsed all too seldom in the ten days that were to follow.
Two chartered buses waited, one of which was destined to be
the vehicular instrument of incredible feats of left-hand driving by
Davenport, H., and Davenport, P., in days immediately ahead. Indeed,
the excitement of travel on the narrow and winding country roads of
Berkshire was not long delayed. The progress through the narrow
roads and streets of country hamlets, by now completely dark, was
rapid but weirdly inconclusive. At the wheel of the second bus, Davenport, P., did a masterful job of follow-the-leader.
'' S ig nifi es honora ry degrees: M .E. Shiner; T .B.K . - Tool Box Keeper.
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No casualty resulted . At one juncture a light gleamed briefly in
what proved to be a country pub, and the two-bus caravan stopped
hopefully for food . Some hours had passed since the Pan Am luncheon had been served at an altitude of 33,000 feet over the At lantic.
English hospitality failed at this point; or perhaps the traditional
respect of the Briton for law and order did not fa i I. The Iight snapped
off, the pub was in darkness, and a muffled voice from within said
that the place was c losed for the night.
"It is un lawful to serve at this hour," was the explanation.
At length the troupe pul led up in the car park of an inn where
the headlights of the bus revealed a telephone kiosk. A call was
placed to the home of Mr. and Mrs. Spence in Wargrave. Mr. Spence,
answering, asked what was our present location.
"The St. George and Dragon, I believe," reported Davvy, reading
the sign on the darkened inn .
"Stay where you. are," said Mr. Spence. "You are only four hundred yards away."
In two minutes Mr. Spence was on the scene. In two more minutes
we drove into the lane leading to the love ly Spence home. Over the
wide door hung the United States flag, obtained for the occasion
from the American embassy.
Eggs, bacon and sausage, with toast and tea or milk, were ready
as the Rollins expedition was welcomed by Mrs. Spence - the expedition, that is, without Mrs. Horace Davenport, Mrs. Peter Davenport,
and Mrs. Bradley, who had remained in London. Before midnight,
quarters were assigned, oarsmen bedded down, and Wargrave and
Henley awa ited the impending impact of the Rollins naval force.
Happily, the next morn ing (Wednesday) revealed that the shell.
had arrived. It was rigged and ready for work by late morning. Rollins,
f irst of the Amer ican eights on the scene except Tabor, which had
raced (only briefly) the week before at Marlow, was at last on the
unbelievably beautiful stretch of river that is the mile and 550 yards
of the Henley course - the most celebrated rowing course in the
wor ld. The f irst Henley regatta was held in 1839.
Happi ly, also, the next morning revealed, as the M. I. T. coaches
had predicted to Davvy at the Syracuse regatta, that the Roll ins oarsmen were unbelievably fortunate to have been accepted in the home
of Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Spence. The charm of the old house in
which the Spences live was quiet ly stimulating, a picture come true
to those of us new to Eng land and the English countryside.
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There will be no attempt here to describe in detail the pleasant
warmth of the home and the quiet and personable dignity of the family
who make the home. Mr. Spence, we saw from pictures and mementoes, was during his college days at Brasenose, Oxford, an outstanding
athlete as well as a scholar. Mrs. Spence, youthful, gracious, poised,
understood and anticipated the needs of young oarsmen preparing
for a Henley regatta. Little Magnus, the son, and littler Melanie, the
daughter, both so British, so handsome, provided their own kind of welcome, winning immediately the hearts of the oarsmen who, being youthful themselves, and happy, were drawn naturally to happy children.
The Rollins College crew could not have been more fortunate.
Breakfasts were not only good and bountiful breakfasts; they
were also pleasant breakfasts, and for this go thanks also to the two
young ladies who helped Mrs. Spence. And thanks also to Mrs. Peter
Emery, friend of Mrs. Spence, from whose nearby garden several times
came delicious fresh strawberries and raspberries.
The St. George and Dragon, for lunch and dinner, was different,
of course, but good, and the crew was fortunate to have this old inn
so close by, with its abundance of boiled potatoes, as a supplementary
training table headquarters. Particularly attractive here was the
Thames riverside scene that glistened when the sun shone, and was
beautiful even in the rain. On one evening, the picture of the meadow
with its grazing cattle beyond the quiet river inspired Coach Bradley
to quote Gray's "An Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard" as the
oarsmen finished after-dinner tea on the terrace.
But the coach and the crew spent little time thinking of poetry.
The workouts, after the shakedown of the first two days, began to
go well. The course conditions were slow because the heavy rains
had quickened the current running against the crews. But when
Rollins turned in a 7:12 time trial and compared it with other times
that had been made, or were rumored to have been made, by the
Cornell lightweights, by Kingston, Walton and other well regarded
crews, there began to be basis for the hope, held by Brad and Davvy,
that this eight might go a long way.
In addition to the beautiful race course, the setting of the town
of Henley was a special delight to those to whom it was new. Al
Arbury, with the Detroit Boat Club, and Fred Rossiter, with South
Kent School, had known it before. Proof that Arbury had been there
earlier was provided by an action photograph of the Detroit crew
taken at the finish in 1962, with Arbury stroking, which was on display
in the Bushnell shop window on Henley's main street.
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The draw on Saturday afternoon in the Town Hall, attended by
all the crews and presided over by the elder statesmen of English
rowing, most of them in Leander habiliments, including pink neckties,
socks and Leander bla zer, was a ceremonial event to emphasize the
importance of rowing to the English way of life. But of more signifi cance to Rollins, as the Thames Cup draw was analyzed, was the fact
that the draw resu lted in something of a psychological lift. The crew,
truthfully, was not unhappy to find in the other half of the draw,
competing against each other in the first two days, such eights as
Queens Col lege, Cambridge; National Provincial Bank Rowing Club;
Cornell lightweights, and one or two others. Brad and Davvy immedi ately began to specu late how things might go in the Rollins half.
Expressing no overconfidence, of course, and in full expectation of
the tough competition Rollins was to face, they got the feeling that
in view of the way the boat was beginning to move at 34, there was
a fair chance Rollins co.uld still be there and rowing on Saturday;
in fact, better than a fair chance.
The crew, in handsome Rollins blazers, attended the annual
Regatta Church Service Sunday morning, June 30, in the 15th Century
St. Mary's Church 200 yards from the finish line in the center of old
Henley. The anc ient Gothic structure was crowded with nearly 1,000
oarsmen, each in the colorful blazer of his college or club. The stately
nave resounded as the oarsmen joined in the specially selected
hymns - the last of which , of course, was "God Save the Queen."
Barc lays Bank Rowing Club, in Rol lin s' first race on Wednesday,
the opening day of the regatta, was a good crew, far from disregarded
in ear ly calcu lat ions. But when Rollins got away rowing four strokes
lower to lead by a deck (excuse me, a canvas) at the Barrier in 2:08,
then stretched that to a full length at three-quarters, and a length
and three-quarters at the mile, while still understroking them, it was
obvious the first test would be a successfu l one for Ro llin s. The
margin at the finish was four lengths, and the time was 7:26. Some
British newsmen in the press box began to ask questions about the
Rollins crew and Rollins College. They were interested.
But then - what a heart-stoppin g throbber you Rollins men put
on the following day against Nottingham University, to come from
behind in the last twenty-five strokes to win by a quarter-length, or
maybe on ly twelve feet.
Brad had told you not to worry too much about Fawley. Boat
races, he said, were not won at Fawley. It was his feeling that the
Engli sh crews placed too much emphasis on their pos ition at Faw ley,
and on their time at Fawley.
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Well, I don't know how worried you were at Fawley, where my
notes say Nottingham had you by a canvas in 3:25, but I was worried
enough. Back there behind you, in the Umpire's boat, it was difficult
to tell just what the interval was in a close race. In the press box,
where I later picked up the announced records of the race (and perhaps these were not always accurate in every detail, but they were
awfully good) the word was that Nottingham had you by a half-length
at the third signal. I know you had been holding them well and
rowing maybEY a beat lower at the half-mile, where you took a "ten,"
but they had moved out leaving Fawley, and they still had a halflength at the Remenham Club, where you went to 36, or maybe a
point higher, and gained about three seats.
At the mile, Nottingham had nearly a half-length, but they were
beginning to show the pressure as you went to 38, then 39. Nottingham still had a canvas, perhaps, at a mile and an eighth, but you
came even with them then, with three-sixteenths to go. The pace
had told on them. It did not tell on you. You were hitting 40 in the
last 200 yards or more, and that's where the close ones are won .
You won this close one . The judges said the margin was a quarterlength. It was certainly no more than that.
Through the years I have seen a lot of sports teams, and the ones
I have admired - I am thinking now, among others, of those old
Columbia crews on which Davvy rowed - have been those that could
take the pressure and hold up with poise and form . You held up on
this day. Nottingham could not quite do it. In the late stages their
keel wobbled a bit. They caught no crab, and I am glad they didn't.
This was a fine exhibition of rowing, a race truly won, no fluke, and
the best crew got it by nice control, good generalship in the stern,
superb execution and great desire in every seat all the way up the
boat. It was then I decided I wanted the picture of your crew, signed
by each of you, to frame and to hang in my study alongside Davvy's
1929 Columbia crew. Mike was good enough to get those signatures
for me, and I thank him and all of you.
Your 7:05 in this Nottingham race was the fastest time of the
regatta when recorded, although matched a Iittle later by the Corne I I
lightweights, then improved by Walton (7:00) in its win over Molesey,
and, of course, by Cornell's heavies when they hit 6:39 beating the
Germans in the Grand Challenge heat.
Then came Friday, and Emmanuel and Churchill of Cambridge.
Another throbber! You got th e start, but only slightly. They put in
42 for the first minute, you put in 39. At the quarter-mile you led,
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rowing 34 to their 36. But they were taking "tens" and they moved
out by a deck. Rollins responded and caught them at Fawley, in 3:39.
At the third signal you had one-third of a length, but "tens" were
an swering "tens", and Emmanuel and Churchill gained a bit leaving
the mile mark. Between the mile and the mile and an eighth, you
made your big bid. The shells were level 200 yards from home.
Emmanuel and Churchill went to 41. Your 39 was better rowed.
There was no visible flaw in your boat, and as you came pounding
down past the enclosure you were gaining, foot by foot, to get your
quarter-length win . Of thi s race, which I will always remember,
one of the London rowing reporters wrote: "In defeating Emmanuel
and Churchill of Cambridge, Rollins College, U.S.A., cut it uncomfortably fine ."
Then the Argosies - Saturday morning at 11 o'clock, in the pelting rain, the last day of racing, the first semi-final. Mr. and Mrs.
Spence braved the rain in the Umpire's boat for this race. They
took pride in your record, as did all of us. You were one of four
remaining crews among thirty-six from England, the United States
and Canada that comprised at the beginning what was termed by
British experts the strongest Thames Cup field in many years.
You lost by a length or a little less. You offered no excuses. You
would want no excuse to be a part of this record of yours. Argosies
had to be a really good crew to come, as you had, to the semi-finals.
They had beaten Cherwell Boat Club easily in 7:21, then Royal Chester
Rowing Club by two and a half lengths in 7:20, then formidable
Walton Rowing Club by one length in 7:27.
They were a mature crew, these men of the London Docks. Two
or three could have been 26 or 27 years old. They looked to me
a bit heavier than their announced average of 12 stone, 4 pounds.71'
And they had had plenty of work, obviously - more than many of the
other English club crews.
But you too had been well prepared. You were ready. You looked
it there on the line as Mr. H. R. N. Rickett, chairman of the Henley
Committee of Management, and the Umpire for this race, spoke
through his megaphone to the coxswains and crews. You were on
the Berks side, Argosies on the Bucks.
My notes on this race are scanty. It was raining too hard to
enable me to write much. And I was a little nervous. You see,
I have been looking at college boat races only since about 1920.
This one meant as much to me, I think, as almost any other I can
remember - certainly any other in the past twenty-five years.
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I could not see Carstanjen's face, but through the cold, driving
rain I could see the others - from Arbury, on up through Carlson,
Rossiter, Morrissey, Davenport, Schrumpf, Rupp and Randolph. If
there was any nervousness there it was not discernible. It was under
admirable control. The faces were tense, of course, and they were
a little grim. But they were firm, and steady, and ready.
Argos ies got the jump, and put in 22 in the first half-minute and
43 in the first minute, to your 22-39. They had a half-length at the
Barrier, rowing 36 to your 33. Their lead was three-quarters of a
length at Fawley, in 3:25. They were rowing 36 there to your 33½.
At the mile they had pushed it out to nearly two lengths, and they
had dropped their beat a bit.
Passing the mile, you went to 35 and you gained. Then you
went to 37. At the mile and an eighth you were still gaining and
you were cutting their lead; but, of course, not enough. The margin
was about a length at the finish, maybe a little less, and you were
really putting it on. You were rowing high and you were rowing
well. But again there was no break in your stroking, no serious
mistake in watermanship, although this was the ultimate in pressure.
Call it sport ing or not - and this is a confession - this was once
when I almost hoped for a crab to occur in your opponents' boat a crab that would shake their shel l and let you sneak through to win.
But that was less than creditable on my part. They rowed their
boat race, you rowed yours, and both rowed well. Their time of 7:09,
which would give you about 7:12, indicated you both rowed close
to form.
You had come a long way from Winter Park - 1,500 miles to
Ithaca, then 3,000 miles to Henley, and you were sixty feet short of
your objective - the Thames Challenge Cup final. A host of good
crews had been eliminated in the Thames Cup struggle while you
survived. You were one of the last four in a field of thirty-four.
Defeat is never pleasant, but this had been a performance of
which Rollins College could be proud. It justified the hopes of Brad
and Davvy and of others who had come to Henley, including the president of your college, Dr. McKean. But most important, it justified
your own faith in yourselves.
I am happy Dr. McKean and Mrs. McKean could be there for the
climax of the regatta. I am glad millions of Americans could read
about Rollins in a manner so favorable. I hope other potential young
oarsmen will have talked about your trip and perhaps will decide that
Rollins is a good place for their college education, and for their rowing.
12
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your stroking, no serious
s the ultimate in pressure.
onfession - this was once
in your opponents' boat you sneak through to win.
ny part. They rowed their
J well. Their time of 7:09,
ted you both rowed close

Now a personal word - I want you oarsmen to know what a
pleasure is was for me to be with you , to share with you the association with Brad and Davvy, and to have the lasting thrill of a Henley
regatta, even though I realize of course that a noncombatant really
can't have a full appreciation of the Henley experience. No one can
have that who doesn't sit out there on the line waiting for the
Umpire's "Are You Ready? GO!"
I have travelled with many squads of many sports, first as a
writer, later as a university staff member. Never have I trave lled with
a group of athletes more personable, more interesting, more dedicatd
to the job at hand, and more imbued with the will-to-win. You gained
the respect of the English amateur sports people, who admire above
all else good sportsmanship and courage under fire. The fact that
the men of the Emmanuel and Churchill crew asked you to dinner
on the night the regatta ended was significant. You had won their
respect in the rugged race in which you defeated them. I am
grateful to each of you.

er Park - 1,500 miles to
Ju were sixty feet short of
:up final. A host of good
is Cup struggle while you
in a field of thirty-four.

1d been a performance of,
justified the hopes of Brad
Henley, including the presnost important, it justified

:ean could be there for the
s of Americans could read
hope other potential young
nd perhaps will decide that
cat ion, and for their rowing.
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THE HENLEY CREW

AS THE CREW FLIES
Members of the Rollins College Rowing Crew of Winter Park, Florida,
line up at New York International Airport before leaving on a Pan
American World Airways jet clipper for London, where they will compete in the Royal Henley Regatta, July 3-6. The crew, left to right:
Jan Carstanjen, coxswain, Stamford, Conn.; Albert Arbury, stroke, Detroit, Mich.; Robert Carlson, No. 7, Chicago, Ill.; Fred Rossiter, No. 6,
Easton, Md.; John Morrissey, No. 5, St. Petersburg, Fla.; Peter Davenport, No. 4, Swampscott, Mass.; Lawrence Schrumpf, No. 3, Colt's
Neck, N. J.; Edward Rupp, No. 2, Bronx, N. Y.; Elliott Randolph, bow,
Baltimore, Md.; substitutes: James Ehle, Cleveland, Ohio, and Alexander Arnold, Springfield, Mass.; coach, Dr. U. T. Bradley, Winter Park,
Fla.; assistant coach, Jim Lyden, Mount Vernon, N. Y.; manager, Mike
Davenport, Swampscott, Mass.
From: Pan American World Airways, N. Y. International Airport 062563
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